rJmtu. 

ilt. 

Pyramus. 


Dent. Wei! roard, Lyon. 

Duke, Well uinMyThtfby, 

DutcheJJe.WeW fhone Moone. Truly,the Moone (him 
with a good grace. 

T>uk. Well mouz’d, Lyon, 

Dent. And then came Pyr, 

Lyf, And fo the Lyon vani 
Enter P 

Pyr.Sweete Moone 3 1 thnnkc thce,for thy fanny beatm, 
I thanke thee, Moone,for fhining now fo bright. 

For by thy gratious/golden 3 glittering beanies, 

I truli to take of trucfl t btjby fight. 

But flay ; ofpight/but marke,poore knight. 

What dreadful! dole ishere? 

Eyes do you fee/ HowcanitbeeJ 
O dainty duck; o deare/ 

Thy mantle good,what, ftaind with blood? 
Approach ye F uries fell, 

O fates come,come, cut thread and thrummed 
Quaile, crufh, conclude, and quell, 

Duke. This pafllon,& the death of a dcarc friend woiill 
goeneereto makeaman lookefad, 

Dutch. Befhrewe my hear t 4 but I pitty the man,- 
Pyr. O, wherefore^ Nacure,did ft thou Lyons frame? 
Since Lyon vilde hath here deflour’d my deare. 
Which is,no, no ; which was the fairefi dame 
That liu’d, that lou’d, that lik’t,that look* with eheere, 
Come tearcs,confoundj outfword, and wound 
The pappe of Pyr am nr. 

I, that left pappe, where heart doth hoppe. 

Thus dy I, thus, thus, thus. 

Now am 1 dead, now am 1 fled, my foule is in the sky* 
Tongueloofethy light, Moonctake thy flight. 

Now dy, dy, dy,dy,dy. 


D«m 9 No Die, but an ace for him.Fot be is butonc. 



, Leffe then an ace,man. For he is dead,he is nothing. 
Zu With the helpeofa Surgeon,he might yet reco- 

r atidvecprooucan Afle, 

Dtit How chance Moone^ihine is gone before Ithifiy 
* backe, and Andes her louer, 

Dxk Shee will findehim, by ftarre-light. Here ftiee 
"el and her paflion ends the Play. 

<Dut Mcthinkesjflie fhouldnot vfealongone, forfuch 
Xtf 'mw : 1 hope.fhe will be briefe, 

Dtmet A moth willturne the ballancejwhich vyrumus , 
which rhishyts the better thefor a man; God warnd vs: 

(he f or a worn an; God blc flc vs. 

ijfShehath fpied him already, with thofe fwceteeyes, 

( Deme. And thus ibe meanes, videlicet ; 

this. A fleepe my loue? What,dcad my doue? 

S°pMke,fpeake. Quite dumbe?Dead,dead?Atumbc 
Mull couet thy fwe etc eyes. 

Thefelilly lippes, this cherry nofe, 

Ihefe yellow cowflippecheekes 
iiegon,are gon .louers make monc : 

Hiseyes were gtcene, as leekes, 

Oliftetsthree,come,come,to mecj 

With hands as pale as milke, 

Liythem in gore,finceyou haue more 

With IhecreSjhis threeae of filke, 

longue, not a word : come ttufty fword. 

Come blade, my bre aft imbre w: 

Andfarewcllfticnds : thusx hy/hy ends: 

*dieu 3 adieu 3 adieu. , , , 

Duke t (JHo<me-Jhi»e and Lyon are leftto bury the dead, 

Bf»e.i,andrr<iflto. , 

Ljon, Nojl aflurc youjthe wall is downej that parted 

theirfathets. Will it pleafe you,to fee the Epilogue,or to 
breaBcrgomaskc dauncc^bctyvccn tvvoofour co P* n y % 
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